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EXTRA 


Number 7 


DANCING IN THE DARK 


My Reverie When 
I Thought 
About You 


“Huh? Oh, my date’s here? Thanks. 
Hey, Brunhilde, get out from under that 
fur coat—I’m wearing it. So long, see you 
at the Tea Dance.” . . . “Hello-o-o, 
Georgie, I’m so glad you could come!” 
Gad, he’s worse than I remembered. “You 
ready to go to the Tea Dance? Well, let’s 
be off.” 

“Yes, we decorated the gym; isn’t it 
darling? It’s the theme of the universe. 
What universe?” What universe do you 
think, you dope? “Oh, Georgie, you 
say the cutest things, hah-hah! ! . . . 
Thank you.” Somebody broke—the 
sucker. “Hello, Hildegarde, come meet 
my date, honey—he’s a dream. Miss 
Strausbaugh, Mr. Porgie.” Mmm, now 
let me examine the crop—harvest looks 
good this year . . . Oh, lord, Georgie’s 
still stuck. 44 May I break?” Hildegarde 
will probably stab me with a knitting 
needle for this. “Ready to go, Georgie? 
Well, I’m so glad you enjoyed it. You’re 
going in town to dress now aren’t you?” 
Probably come back in a purple sear- 
sucker play suit, the little angel. ‘‘Then 
I’ll see you at nine. O. K., ’bye.” Whew, 
well, that’s done. Now if Gargantua 
doesn’t come across with an orchid to¬ 
night I’ll strangle him.” 

Chrysanthemums'. ! ! Oh, no. No —any¬ 
thing but chrysanthemums. Strike me 
low if I don’t look just like an African 
bushman. 44 My date’s here? I can’t wait. 
Thanks.” . . . 44 Hello,” we who are about 
to die salute you, 44 my, you look grand. 
The flowers are simply lovely, and SO 
different, too. Ready to go?” . . . OUCH. 
‘‘Mmm, I love the way you dance, so 
smooth,” like a steam roller. “Thank 
you.” O. K., sister, you broke, you can 
stay, while I go scouting. Ah-ha . . . 
Intermission? “Hi, Georgie, let’s go to 
Keller.” . . . Uh-huh, Sonny, come along— 
Keller ain’t that way. ‘‘Now, Georgie, 
remember we’re just pals, good old pals,” 
thank heaven . . . 

‘‘It’s time for the figure, Georgie; we 
get in line right over here.” He ought to 
be able to walk through this but the no¬ 
break should be a dream . . . “Don’t you 
love 'Stardust’?” I’ll take “In My 
Solitude” any time. . 44 Home Sweet 
Home?” Why, it’s been so short —like a 
young century. I’ll be recuperating in the 
Infirmary for a week . . . “I’ve really got 
to go up, Georgie. I’ve got such a head¬ 
ache”—not to mention my feet which 
are mangled beyond recognition. “Well, 
good-night, darling. See you in the morn¬ 
ing.” Oh, I’ll never smile again— chrysan¬ 
themums . . . “ Prom? Oh, Brunhilde, 
wasn’t it grand? My date—oh, my date? 
Well, he has a beautiful soul.” 


The Nearness of You 


And so you’re stuck with your date. 
You’ve talked about everything you’ve 
ever heard of from your grandmother’s 
heart trouble to the library clock. Your 
roommate is over at the other end of the 
gym and she probably wouldn’t break it 
she were beside you. Well, grin and bear 
it, sister, you brought it on yourself. But 
oh my feet. 


Music Maestro or 
Play Fiddle Play 


The boys and Freddie Johnson, tarred 
and feathered flutists, will jive forth on 
Mozart’s 40th and Beethoven’s 6th at 
the concerto waltz session sponsored by 
the Class of *42, during the wen-quiet 
hours this Saturday evening. 

As the Hollins girls and dates enter the 
dim-lit (!) hall, Mr. Johnson and his 
symphonites will give their well-known 
rendition of “ You Can’t Escape from Me.” 
One should especially notice the vivace 
introduction which portrays the frenzy 
of said girls before boys arrive and the 
finale, with its note of victory, as the 
triumphant Amazons bring Casper Milk- 
toast to the scrimmage. During the course 
of the evening Fred will do a solo rendi¬ 
tion dedicated to the stag, “Where Are 
You?” 

For the Junior figure the Johnsonites 
will play the girl scout marching song, 
and will blend into a waltz time “We 
Three,” for the Junior no-break. Gleeful 
Seniors will probably encore the medley 
of “ Sophisticated Lady” and “ This is Our 
Last Affair.” 

After the 44 Fifteen-Minute Intermission, 
Boys,” at which time girls and dates 
may take hikes, eat, etc., the free-for-all 
will continue with “Snake Charmer,” for 
the Freshmen no-expression jive, and the 
program will conclude with “What a 
Difference a Day Makes,” looking for¬ 
ward to Sunday night, and the grind! 


Sophisticated Lady 
or Rumboogie 


And what is the well-dressed campus 
sophisticate wearing to the prom? Let the 
clothes express your personality. Let them 
be gay and intriguing. Let them be 
different. Let them eat cake! 

How about a pastel balloon to gain that 
additional height to make you looked-up 
to? And the tall girl simply must wear the 
flattering and flattening lines of sack 
cloth which is a dead weight. Butterfly 
wings will add something to every costume. 
Maybe you can become a fly-by-night. 
And the more unimaginative of you would 
do well to pattern yourself after the 
Freshmen with high socks and short skirts. 
Or then that coiffeur can be given that 
added touch by a Sophomore crew cap. 
But try to be different. Make your 
clothes click. 

We couldn’t help but notice the other 
day a simply stunning outfit. It had to do 
with a black-out. But it was all lighted up 
from within, that’s what personality can 
do. And there was a particularly noticeable 
red number somewhere that was really 
scarlet. It called forth some up-rhett eye¬ 
brows, and after all, that is what we want. 


YOURS FOR 


SONG 


Alone 
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To lead the Hollins Junior Prom! 

To hope your date can really come! 

To tvonder if it just is fate 
To find the dance is simply great! 

Tra-vi-a-tour or These Foolish 


Hills of Home 


Things of My 
Fantasy 


In My Solitude 

Deep in a Dream 


A special tour will be conducted for 
dates, guests and relatives through the 
dorms. Girls will please sign up on the 
bulletin boards outside the post office and 
the dining room, all the five on front 
gallery, Main and the others in East, 
West and Main, the gym and Presser. 
Also, p. s., don’t forget to leave a note 
in the social office by one of twelve. 

West, home of the freshmen, immature 
to me, knees are now in season and where 
a few prom-inert Juniors are figuring it 
out (both of them live in the room just 
as you enter from the home of the male, 
sp.? P. O. to you), will first be visited 
Enter a typical room! Fifty-seven pen¬ 
nants, three tons of mascara, one sweater 
(! !) for Mercy House, three telegrams (I 
love you, signed, Tom, Dick and Oscar), 
six faded corsages and a big sister has 
carefully been drooped over matching 
spreads, roommates and curtains. 

Next point of interest will be the Katz 
and Jammer castle perched higher than 
the high-ups over offices and dates where 
the lordly Sophomores feast at midnight. 
Here is the perfect incubator for those 
well known (around the women) animals— 
the snake and the cat (samples of which 
we have East of the sun and West of the 
moon)—so linger not, it's dangerous, with 
a man, especially! 

On to the catacombs of East, home of 
the Seniors (and a few lost Juniors), home 
of no telegrams, but of My Bill (from the' 
Tea House) and of faded memories. And 
so our tour ends as we leave the ghoulish 
Seniors sitting and sitting as the mournful 
tune, “I’m Nobody’s Baby,” rises in the 
background and they twist their Senior 
rings, and wonder! 


That Old Feeling 

Can’t Escape from You 


Every girl has her ideal man. Every 
dog has his day. Every B. G. O. C. also 
has her perfect picture of masculinity. 
These gals of perfection, these models of 
Hollins spirit are after all only human. 
They, too, have the failings of all. 

44 My man,” says Fredrica Metcalfe 
with a coy little smile, 44 must be not over 
4-foot nine, wear green suits, have the 
intellect of a three-year-old and prefer 
the ‘little mother type’. He must, above 
all, be a champeen jitterbugger, rah, rah, 
rah man. That is the man for me.” 

Bunch Sanders walks calmly across the 
campus with her ideal, the weak, silent 
type. With a lilting lisp, a curly red lock 
in the middle of his forehead, and a 
freckled epidermis this hot shot from 
Buchanan has captured our Bunch's 
heart. They merely walk along in silence, 
in mute admiration one for the other. 
When the hero opens his mouth to speak 
between weeks of silence his words are 
thick with the Virginny mountain drawl. 
All in all, it is a silent mood. 

Jane Cauble declares her perfect man to 
be the sit-by-the-fire-and-rock and never- 
held-a-hockey-stick man. He must, above 
all, detest athletics. He would simply die 
rather than participate in a basketball 
match. Shivers of fright and fear run up 
and down his spineless spine at the mere 
mention of a football. 

44 My hotshot, ' says Franny Lunsford, 
44 must be strickly from de Bronx. A 
hoity-toidy guy who’s been around, from 
Frisco to Sing-Sing, none of dese sissy- 
fellows for me. Wait ’til you get a load of 
dat gre-e-e-e-en suit and dat red boat he 
drives. But, lay off, gals ” 


Because 


After Looking at You 


Lost My Heart Belongs to Daddy! 


Only Forever 
I’ll Remember 
.... Maybe 

Girl of My Dreams 
When Winter Comes 
It’s Harvest Moon 

“Will you walk a little faster said the 
whiting to the snail?”. . . and so it is Prom 
time. You can have Spring Time, or May 
Time, or Father Time, but now it is Prom 
Time. Prom, oh you lovely myth! You 
legend of good cheer! You acme of un¬ 
forgettable pleasures. You’re here! 

Saturday, Saturday. The Prom, the 
Tea Dance, the Receiving Line, the Dance. 
Dates, dates, dates. Girls, girls, girls. Hie, 
haec, hoc! Huis, huis, huis. Huis your 
houdi? 

Hollins College will be torn asunder. It 
will run amuck. It will run to town to 
get that dress, run to the business office 
for flowers, run to the Social Office for a 
slip (and you know very well what we 
mean), run to the Tea House fora last- 
minute coke, and, in general, run. Run 
along, now. 

Yes, the Prom will be here Saturday. 
How grand it will be! Watch for the 
Juniors, they’ll be around, figuratively 
speaking. Watch for your date, he’ll 
think the library is the Social Office. 
Watch the clock, the dance ends at mid¬ 
night sharp (and flat). This is a watch- 
bird watching you! ! ! 


We Suggest ... 

1. Bigger and better dates. 

2. A figure-eight. 

3. A hike up Tinker. You can make it a 
social climb. 

4. Be kind to your faculties. 

5. You make him dance in one place un¬ 
less you want him to be the lost cause. 

6. A sip of aqua pura from the sulphur 
spring, to be used for any inclinations 
toward a strong drink on campus. 

7. Breakfast at the cabin, unless you’d 
rather take some other “dam” walk. 

8. A ward in the infirmary for mangled 
feet. 

9. Orchids. 

10. A dash to the stables. That's one 
kind of bridle-path. 

11. You use this issue of the paper for 
conversational purposes. 

12. A double feature to kill time, and to 
kill you. 

13. You keep your shades down. Let 
some other light blind him. 

-- 

And So Do I — 

On Gloomy Sunday 

Well, in exactly thirty-seven hours all 
the dear little girls will have visions of 
sugar plums ... or dates . . .or feet ... or 
term papers. Heh! Heh! . . . and we’ll 
have one cf those nice Sundays to look 
forward to ... no men around to bother 
us . . . only lots of books . . . and a nice 
comfy chair in the library . . . what could 
be cozier ? ? ? ? No dancing to go through 
with ... no sitting up till one P. M. with 
some silly boy . . . who likes ’em anyway? 
Me for a good long table all covered with 
term papers, cards, and Plato to keep me 
company . . . That's life . . . Can’t stand 
it if the prom isn’t soon over! 
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The One I Love or 
The Wreck of ’97 


FOOLS RUSH IN 


With the noble male from Harvard and 
Yale, from Podunck, Virginia, invading 
our loveless campus (how could it be any 
different with our modem conveniences 
of the spotlight?) to give the gals a minor 
thrill (we must keep our Hollins girls 
happy), special caution should be made 
to warn all girls to beware of boredom 
as well as the smiling villain residing 
behind that come-hither grin. (He’s just 
beginning his tenth consecutive Hollins 
prom.) Typical types reign from the mal- 
normal species, Class 520J4» to plain¬ 
clothes man, Type 42. Type C542 is 
especially sensitive to “man-mountain” 
Caldwell and allows “our love affair” to 
be discontinued with a single reprimand 
from the Hollins watchman of the night; 
whereas Classification 453 X A is completely 
oblivious of the “community indiscretion 
he is committing. 

The Little-Brother type constitutes the 
first group of this categorical outline. 
Here is the bright-eyed, pudgy-faced, 
big-eyed little man who is completely 
thrilled (heaven knows why—we don’t) 
with the Hollins prom. Between beating 
out the time with his two little hands 
and snapping all ten of his little fingers, 
he lets his two little eyes, round with 
wonder, run over the be-utiful gym and 
all the be-utiful gurls. All is a big thrill. 
He has never before (and w'e certainly 
hope never again) attended a prom at a 
girls’ school. All the women just by their 
sheer number and beauty leave him lost 
in wonder, rapture and amazement. 

The “ I’ve-just-eome-from-the-Vassar- 
prom and now-am-at-mv-ninth-Hollins- 
prom” type is a man to beware. You can 
tell him by the blas<5 gleam in his eye, 
but you had better shoot before you see 
the gleam in his eye. From his mammoth 
height (he probably ate Wheaties for the 
two weeks before this prom) he looks 
down at the little Freshman, utterly 
impressed by his tails, line (he’s just been 
using it for the last ten years, a trifle 
outmoded), and his Atlas physique (he 
got it in ten easy lessons) and says, “My 
deah, how could I have escaped you all 
these years” (after all, he has been around 
here long enough). 

The 1-love-my-date-so-much type is 
also pretty much of a bore. After all, 
where’s the future of wolfing? (And w’hy 
else do we come to the prom, certainly 
not for the fun of it?) (On second thought, 
just why do we come to the prom? ? ?) He 
is easily spotted by his soulful expression, 
soulful eyes, and his soulful dancing. (It’s 
so full of sole . . .) Above all, beware of 
breaking him, because his lucky (?) date, 
thinking him all tied up and safe (how 
dull), will leave you stuck while she flits 
off for new fields to conquer. 

Nor can we forget the species intelli- 
gensia. Sometimes he may trick you 
hiding behind a crew-cut and spaldings, 
but he’s a genuine Chaucerian. In no 
time he will impress you with the fact. 

And then there is, of course, your own 
date who is a type all his own. No one 
can understand him—not even you. . . 
-- 

Dance, Fools, Dance 
Night and Day 

Anticipating the prom by a week, the 
Hollins Cotillion Club reemphasized the 
rut that Hollins girls are in. It seems that 
in 1890, they started dancing with each 
other, and liked it so much that they have 
been keeping it up. Up ’til now. Girls are 
such good dancers . . . graceful, rhythmic, 
such steps! So, having, enjoyed some 
excellent dancing last week, Hollins girls 
are worrying about the prom-trotters. 
Will they really trot? Or will they lope, 
canter, or what? 

Let the entire campus community 
unite in fervent and feverish hopes. We 
know, of course, that Fred Astaire can’t 
quite make it, and George Raft hasanother 
engagement, but please, let the dates dance 
like they meant it. Please have at least 
one who open steps, who doesn’t dip like 
a dipsy doodle, who doesn’t whirl like 
a dervish. Please! 


Alford, Van Meter. . . 

Arron, Bert. 

Avera, Thomas. 

Bagley, Joe. 

Baldwin, F. C. B,.... 

Bamekov, Cris. 

Beasley, Oscar. 

feelchel, William. 

Berkeley, Alfred. 

Bemhardy, Bob. 

Berta, Joe.. 

Board, Charles. 

Bowles, Garland. 

Boyd, Frank. 

Bradley, Frank. 

Brown, Oliver. 

Brown, Roger. 

Brownholtz, Bill. 

Budd, Prentiss. 

Buice, Jack... .. 

Burnet, David. 

Burgess, Carter. 

Campbell, Archie. 

Campbell, Steve. 

Caperton, Bob....... 

Chellis, Williard. 

Chewning, Charles.... 

Clarke, Alan. 

Clark, Robert. 

Coen, Michael ...... 

Cooper, Lawrence . . . 
Crockett, Buck...... 

Crosby, Robert. 

Diffendepper, Robert. 
Dinwiddie, Harry 

Ditto, Ben. .. 

Dixon, James. 

Doyle, Richard. 

Dunlap, Bobby. 

Dunn, Oscar. 

Evans, Jack. 

Evans, William. 

Ferguson, Dick...... 

Forgv, G. H. 

Foster, Bob. 

Galloway, Edward. . . 

Gantt, Hugh. 

Gichel, Bob. 

Gilliam, David. 

Gilliam, Theo ...... 

Gordon, Charles. 

Graham, Charley. 

Graves, Preston. 

Gravette, Robert. 

Greenbaum, Lewis.... 

Griffin, Mark. 

Grimshaw, Fred. 

Grosney, Woodrow. . . 
Gumpert, Edward... 

Hahne, Donald. 

Hailstorm, Dick. 

Hancock, Bobby. 

Hannaford, Cleon.... 

Hanne, R. C. 

Harding, Richard.... 

Harrod, Tiry.. 

Harrold, Stan. 

Harter, Jack. 

Havens, Bobby. 

Hawkins, Golson. 

Hill, Thomas. 

Himes, Bill . 

Herring, George. 

Holden, West. 

Hughes, Jack. 

Home, R. C. 

Humeston, Judson. . . 
Hutchison, Wilmer. .. 

Jackson, Chuck. 

Jarris, C. E. 

Johannaber, John 

Johnson, Hunter. 

Jordan, Calloway.... 

Keehn, Ralph. 

Kelley, Samuel. 

Kessing, Tom. 

King, Guy.. 

Kirkpatrick, Sydnor. . 

Lanick, Jack. 

Lawrence, St. John . 

Lemkuhl, Bill. 

I Lillard, William. 

Lindsey, Robins. 

Low, Michael. 

Mahanes, David. 

Major, Russell. 

Mankin, Haven. 

Martin, Bill.. 

Martin, Wellford. 

McCathran, Rod. 

McCue, Ralph. 

Meulheiser, Bill. 

Merrick, Bill. 

Meyers, John. 


. Petersburg, Va. 

V. P. I.. 

Rocky Mount, N. C... 

Suffolk, Va. 

.V. M. I. 

Lexington, Va... 

. Roanoke. 

V. P. I. 

. University of Virginia 
. University of Virginia 
. University of Virginia 

V. M. I. . 

. Richmond. 

. Montgomery, Ala. 

V. P. I... 

Columbia, S. C. 

Ashland, Kv. 

. Dennison. 

V. P. I.. . .. 

. Furman. 

. University of Virginia 
.Roanoke. . .. 

V. M. I. 

.Ashland, Kv. 

.V. P. I.. . .. 

.Catlettsburg, Ky. 

.V. M. I.’. 

W. & L... 

. Duke. 

. Roanoke.. 

.V. M. I. 

. Hampden-Sydney 
.Cambridge, Mass. 

V. P. I.. . .. 

. University of Virginia. 

W. & I.. 

. Heulett, Va. 

. Cincinnati, Ohio.. 

V. M. I.. 

W. & L. 

V. P. I. 

. University of Virginia . 
.V. P. I. 

W. & L..... 

V. M. I. 

V. M. I. 

V. M. I. 

W. & L. 

V. P. I..... .. 

V. M. I.. 

.V. P. I... 

. Hampden-Svdnev. 

V. P. I... 

. University of Virginia. 

. Milwaukee, Wis. 

. Chapel Hill. 

. Ithaca, N. Y. 

. Youngstown, Ohio . . 
Glen Ridge, N. J. 

. William and Mary.... 
Milwaukee, Wis. 

W. & L. 

V. P. I. 

V. M. I. 

. Lexington. 

V. M. I. 

V. M. I. 

W. & L.. 

. Bristol, Va.. 

. Duke. 

. Norfolk. 

.Chapel Hill.. . .*. 

.Natural Bridge. 

. Petersburg. 

.V. M. I. 

V. M. I. 

. Hollins. 

V. P. I. 

W. & L. 

.Georgia Tech. 

.Cambridge, Mass. 

. King College. 

W. & L. 

W. & L. 

V. P. I.. 

W. & L... 

. University of Virginia. 

W. & L. 

W. & L. 

V. P. I. 

W. & L... 

V. M. I. 

V. M. I. 

W. & L. 

. Lexington.. . . 

.V. M. I... . 

W. & L. 

W. & L. 

W. & L. 

. Maryland. 

. Bluefield, W. Va. 

W. & I. 

. University of Virginia 
.Baltimore, Md. 


Fran Lunsford 
. Evelyn Stoll 
Jack Gravely 
. Martha Elam 
. M. A. Zimmerman 
Carolyn Burt 
. Phoebe Robbins 
Ann Straub 
B. Berkeley 
Janet Simpson 
Bunch Sanders 
. Barbara Shindel 
. Margaret Brooks 
Ruth Dennett 
Judy Barrow 
.Shirley Browm 
.Nell Rose 
.Jeanne Bailey 
.Evelyn Maraist 
Anne Upchurch 
. Micky Payne 
.Cyn Collings 
. Betsy Buckner 
. Mary Ann Robinson 
. Lucy Gray Hill 
. M. A. Swan 
.Virginia Davenport 
Jean Champion 
. Sis Wade 
. Nancy Wotiz 
. Charlotte Tolley 
.Gwen Hubbard 
. Ethel Crosby 
. E. Mae Woolf 
B. Rudd 
. Marie Beale 
. Sally White 
. Margaret Werner 
Becky Major 
. Jane Henderson 
. Ann Jacobs 
. Lois Jesperson 
. Anne Riggs 
.Betty Anne McHeney 
. Betsy Fetter 
Rhea Day 
.Sarah Coleman 
.Ann Neale Cole 
. Betty Chinn 
. Virginia Wood 
. Evelyn Anderson 
. Frances Campbell 
.Alma Darden 
. Elinor Seick 
. Nancy Couper 
. Dot Wilson 
. Ruth Jones 
.Ann Page 
. Betty Cullum 
June Olcott 
. Mickey Roethke 
. Bonnie Turley 
. Louise Buse 
. Margaret Rowland 
. Margaret Brush 
. Sally Settle 
Jean Downs 
.Gloria Lewis 
.Ann Ayers 
. Randy Smith 
. Mary Ann Pollard 
. Margaret Taylor 
. Emily Campbell 
Jane Center 
. Marta Cantw’ell 


Anita Rihani 
Jean Jennings 
Sally Dearmont 
Helen Taulman 
Jean Pratt 
Agnes Bachman 
Betty Gardner 
Kay Sanford 
Louise Rothwell 
Anne Morrisey 
Mary J. Campbell 
Fritza von Lengerke 
Anne McClenny 
Margaret Krimmel 
Anne Folkes 
Mary H. Ricketts 
Lisa Lindsey 
Pat Wadsworth 
Roberta Parder 
Margaret Bargeran 
Ann Green 
Caroline Gale 
Beverly Smith 
Ellen Leech 
Mary Ellsberg 
Becky Gale 
Virginia Wilson 
Peggy Hopkins 


Deep Purple 


The Juniors are playing a prom-inent 
part on campus these days. Funniest 
story on them tells how they almost didn’t 
send any invitations out on account they 
didn’t have the w’herewithall to buy the 
stamps. 

* * * 

There’s nothing like a gym to decorate 
to make a girl feel her youth. A paper of 
pins, a can of paste, and thou, oh gym! 
We are reminded of the days when a 
certain class on campus was tempted to 
dump a pile of dirt in the exact center of 
Taylor Gymnasium, label the set-up “The 
Good Earth,” and call it a day. 

* * * 

DIRECTIONS 
Be sure to wear an extra slip. 

A nd pull the shades at night, 

A nd don't have any boys around 
Who might be getting tight. 

A nd go down our receiving line , 

And speak to teachers, too , 

A nd , please, by all means don't forget 
The things we just don't do. 

* * * 

Some of us remember that time some 
class, clutching its $300 savings account 
madly, wrote to Cab Calloway to come 
down and play at a Hollins prom. Regret¬ 
ful to say, that maestro wrote back that 
for that amount he could send a piccolo 
player and six sheets of music. It’s a myth! 
* * * 

Maybe it’s the Prom that is getting us 
all down. Anyway, we heard that the 
other day Popey was seen weeping into 
her mailbox. It seems that she had almost 
finished her term paper on a most im¬ 
portant strike. However, she decided a 


few final items of information were just 
what she needed. So she wrote to the 
company about it. Word came back that 
the company had no record of such a 
strike. 

* * * 

12:59 

She smothered a yawn, she glanced at her 
watch, 

She said she had had a hard day; 

She said that her roommate had long been 
in bed , 

He said he'd be on his way. 

She sighed with relief, but smiled as she said, 

“Oh, really, now, please, can't you stay?" 
* * * 

Somehow Prom Time makes us wonder 
(and hope) that the stag at eve had 
drunk his fill. 

* * * 

And the Saturday occasion affords a 
marvelous opportunity to pun. How 
’bout that Prom-ethius unbound? 

* * * 

Anybody —The hot water isn’t running. 

Diana Harrison —Oh, bother, the hot 
water spigot isn’t functioning. 

* * * 

Of course, the prom has us all breathless, 
but this little article is worthy of note. 
Seems one freshman, desiring to dive well, 
was greatly concerned over the excellency 
shown by some other girls at Open Pool. 
Finally she asked someone, 44 I’d love to do 
it that way, but I don’t understand what 
they do. Do they breathe down there?” 
* * * 

And another freshman made the start¬ 
ling discovery that she didn’t see how the 
Seniors did all their work because you see 
them “one minute in thejibrary and the 
next minute they have left it.” Well, 
she can just live and learn, we guess. 

* * ♦ 

Daily Thought for the Night: Yes, my 
darling daughter! 
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